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Pindarick Elegy: 


Stanza I. 


H! What avails it to be Wiſe and Good! 
A Great Merit with it's own Weight falls : 
o & Soon as Diffuſive grown, and 'Underſtood, 

It ſtraight from Hell pale Eivy calls. 
Envy, whoſe ſ{quinting Eye 
Sees Faults, when only* it ſelf does look awry. 
Yet it no Mortal was, nor could ic be 

Any on Earth, Beſt SHORT, could envy Thee. 

Thou all th' Attrafives hadſt, which ' uſe taftect 

With deareſt Love, and win profound Reſpect ; 

And, Friend to All, no Enemy could'ſt ſuſpect, 
pile was RIS MN "T'was 
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*T'was none but Death, and Mankind's Foe that envy'd Thee! 
| Death, from whoſe gaping Jaws thou hadſt redeem'd 
Such Multitudes, that Thin his Empire ſeem'd. 
Enrag'd at this, the Lean-chapt Monſter bent 
His Courſe to Hell, whoſe gloomy Vales deſcent 
Borders upon his Realm, the Grave ; 
Of the Black Tyrant Audience to crave. 
Upon his Hairleſs Scalp a Wigs he wore 
Of Worms, that gap tdead Bodies to deyour. 
A plaguy Vapour, grateful to the Stygian King, 
(For Holy-day ſuit) about his Bones did cling; 
And in his Hand a choſen Dart, as ſharp as Addexs Sting. 
Arriv'd; his rattling Grinders filence broke, 
And, from, his grinning Mouth, thus chatrering ſpoke. 
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"T'was half in vain your witty Art did cheat 
Adam, the Death-deriving Fruit to Eat ; 
Unleſs your Victory you maintain, 
Sly Mankind will at length his points regain. 
Neer Thamef:s's rich Banks are pack't * a Crew, 
Who ſtrive your noble Spite with Art t'out-do. 
Our common Grievance, Health, they, at command, 
Preſerve, reſtore, with ſeldom-miſling Hand. 
Diſeaſes, our beſt Servants, which we ſend 
To bring curſt Mankind to his End, 
They at their Pleaſure, as their Game, do kill ; 
And Torture them with Hell-affronting Skill. 
Among the reſt, there's one; who, not content 
With old Arts, ſtrange new Methods does invent 
To Save the dwindling Slaves: Ofc my wide Jaw 
Has he left Tantaliz'd, Hungry my yearning Maw. 
By ſuch large Steps his 4rt does climb, 
And mingles Natural Cauſes fo, 
Thar in ſhort time 
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His Skill to Miracle may grow. 
E re long Hee'll cancel, at this rate, 
The Adamantine Book of Fate. 
The very Sound of SHORT to Us 
Is ominous. 
So many of that Nane, 
By croſſing Us, have won great Fame, 
The Ayr that Ecchoes Him's Infe&ious. 
Who knows but his contriving Mind, 
Some Proxy to the Tree of Life may find ? 
Then Woe to Death, and Woe to Hell : 
*T were better Man had never fell. 
Alone I dare not him atcacque, 
Unleſs Your ſelf my oft-foil'd Courage back. 
Then ſpeak, Great Pluto, and your Counſel lend, 
To bring our Maſter-Foe t'a ſudden End. 
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Highly concern'd at this complaining Speech 
Of Death, his eldeſt Son; 
Whom, in Time's Non-age, he bzgot 
Upon the firſt damn'd Helliſh-Plot ; 
Th'Infernal- Tyrant did his Phang out-reach, 
To ſhake him by his Hand of Bone; | | 
And thus, in Breath of Brimſtone-Flame, begun : 
It muſt, it muſt be done. 
Dip thy keen Arrow in Cocytus Flood ; | 
Dip't deep, and from the bottom ſtirr th* envenom'd Mudd; 
Then (ſee thou miſs not) ſhoot juſt at his Heart 
The trebly-poiſon'd Dart : 
This will elude all Help of Arr. 
He dipt it, and the Iro'n ſtraight Ruſty grew ; 
Yet burnt with Fire that's Blew. 
Then, from his Augur-holes, Death took unerring aym, 


And truck his Heart with the Malignant Flame. 
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SHORT felt the Stroke; and ſtraight fore-told his Friend, 
The Wound was Mortal, and would cauſe his End. 
Ah! too-true Prophet! Thy Prognoftick Skill 
That ſeldome fail'd, in thy own Death was Undeceived ſtill, 
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When of his dangerous Sickneſs the News ſpread, 
Each Hearer lookt like one half -Dead. 
As, when a General's Mortal wound is told, 
The Courage of the Army ſtraight grows cold ; 
So the dampt Hearts of all his Patients fell : 
(And who was not, or would not be 
Related to his ſtill-ſucceſsful Skill ?) 
And thought themſelves in Danger well as He. 
Each one did know 
How much to Him their Health and Life they owe. 
His Brother-Sons-of-Art 
In his Recovery ſtrove to have ſome part. 
Above the reſt, Great BROWN (the double Heir 
Of Norwich-Oracle ; and Learned TERN) 
No Watching, no Sollicitude did ſpare, 
Todo his Utmoſt in this dear Concern. 
Had Fate been willing too, 
His Skill things half-impoſſible could do. 
He could all Rubbs, but Deſtiny, controw! : 
No wonder; SHORT and He had but one Soul. 
But Art, by Friendſhip heighten'd, was too weak 
Of Cauſes the Firm-linked Chain to break. 
The deeply-coucht Malignant Il 
From its cloſe Ambuſh mockt all Skill. 
Yalony it ſelf did never know 
How to Subdue an unſeen Foe. 
The venomous Taint ſoon Conquer'd every part; 
By ſeizing firſt the vigorous Nerves, and, next, Life's Seat, the 
(Heart. | V. But 
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A worthleſs Point, while Heaven Rtill a Vaſter Good did ſeem. 
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But Great-Soul'd. SHORT, while buſy They 
Their Sublunary Art aſſay, 
A Wiſer and a Nobler Game did play, 
Though loſing Breath, 
To Conquer Death, 
He knew the utmoſt. of his Spite 
Could onely Uſeleſs make, or diſcunite, 
Thoſe Strings which make the Poppet-Body move; 
Or marr the Chymiſtry of the Blood, 
Hind'ring its Purple Flood 
In winding Channels round about to rove : 
And free the Wing'd Inhabitant from irs bony Cage, 
The World-Coequal Soul's ſtrait Hermitage. 
Whence, with a Mind 
To Heaven's dread Will reſign'd, 
He fixt his Eagle-Eye 
On Joyes Serene of Bleſt Eternity. 
As one who Soars* on high 
Sees the Earth leſſen, and more large the Sky ; 
His Love-exalted Mind did deem 
All that's found here, 
In this dull S4b-Celeſtial Sphere, 


No Dread his well-afſured Soul could ſhake : 
Nor Death, weak Fears awake. 
He ever meant too-well 
To Tremble at.the thought of Hell, 
Where nought but Ill Intentions dwell. 
Thus He his Art's falſe Scandal did cfface, 
Pretending Nature's Study ſtifles Grace, \ 


B VI. Soon 


[6] 

VI. 

Soon as the precious Compound was diſloly'd; 
And neyer-more-unwilling Fame, 

In Accents ſad, broken with Sighs and Tears, 

(Shewing Deſpair had ſwallow'd our late Fears) 

| Had told the ſame ; | 

| Each penſive Breaſt revoly'd, _ 

| How dear his Death would coſt 

| Its private ſelf, how much the Publick loſt. 

| Our Chief Nobility, whom Experience did aflure 
Their Health was Safe under His skillful Care, 
At their Irreparable Damage griev'd, 

Never to be retriey'd. 
| Our choyceſt Witts with Sadneſs Dull were grown, 
| | Robbd of his Sweet-quick Converſation. 
All that e're in their Breaſts the Noble Flame 
| of Virtuous Friendſhip cheriſhe, felt the ſame. 

[ All States and Sorts in his Death bore a part ; 
| The Colledge loſt its Eye, the Reſt loſt half their Hear. 
But no one felt ſo much as he, 
Who, Dtck in Head and Mind, ſcribbles this Elegy. 
| Pardon, His deareſt Conſort : None can count 
| How much thy Gztef did all the reſt ſurmount. 
Conjugal LOVE, endear'd by long Converſe, 
\._ Did all his Charms impreſs 
With ſuch a force and frequency, 
That none could Love, nor any Grieve like Thee. 
Onely well-gronnded HOPE of His Bleft State 
Could thy Sad ponies abate. 
Thy Breath had ſure expired with His Life, 
Had not the Chriſtian overcome the Wife. 
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Nor was't 2 wonder He 
Was thus Lamented Univerſally ; 
Himſelf all Wonder was: His Soul did teem 
With all thoſe Excellencies that breed a vaſt Eſteem. 
Intentions, lo ſincerely-True, 
Crafty Deſign He ne're ſo much as knew. 
So free from all Siniſter Ends, 
He oft o're-ſpent Himſelf to ſerve unſpending Friends. 
His Reaſon no blind Prejudice could [way ; 
No Intereſt bribe, no Vanity lead aſtray. 
A Wit fo quick, that all He ſaid 
Seem'd not Invented, but Fore-laid. 
When Greece at wiſeſt was, had He liv'd then, 
His Speeches all choice Apophthegms had been. 
His Thoughts flew Swift as Light'ning ; and as Clear 
His Native Elegancies were ; 
No 4rt with his Ex-tempores could compare. 
So piercing, they all Rubbs as eaſily could paſs, | 
As Sun-Beams glide through Glaſs. \ 
So preſent, at firſt Call they Ready were, 
Needing no Plodding Summons to Appear. 
They all kept watch and ward, 
| And ſtood upon their guard, 
In Reaſon's poſture Rang d ſtill and prepar'd. 
His Steady Fudgment with Quick Wit miraculouſly was mixt; 
His Thoughts at once were Swifth-moving, and yet Firmly fixts 
So truly-Faithful He, that his Large Heart | 
Could afford thouſand Friends a Solid part. 
And, as Philoſophers ſay the Soul 
Is in each Member ſtill Zntirely-whole ; 
So He to every Friend did his Whole Soul divide ; 


Intire to each, and yet not Multiply'd. | 
B 2 VIII. Pure 
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VIII. 
Pure Merit, and not Partial Praiſe, 
Nor an odd hit of Chance, 

Did SHORT to this high Honour raiſe, 

Or His beſt-built Eſteem advance. 

His Ayr ſo Modeſt was, it Praiſe provok't ; 

All did Allow His Worth, and the beſt Judgers Spoke't. 

Malice it ſelf could never fo 7l-natur'd be 
To pique at ſuch Fair Ingenuity. 

Nor did's Unboaſfted CHARITY lagg behind ; 

His Will was full as Large to do Good, as to know, His Mind. 
To th' Poor, He Gratis all Aſſiſtance gave; 
Money to Feed, as well as Skill to Save. 

And when the Great Sham-Popiſh-Plot 
Threw Innocents in Jayl, to ſtarve, or rot, 


His Profuſe (Charity deal, unſeen, largeſs to All; 
Each Priſon was His Hoſpiral, 


Go, happy Soul! Enjoy thy Rich Reward ; 
Tho' from Impoveriſh't Us ill-ſpar'd. 
From thy Empyreal Truth-enlighten'd Sphere 
Influence our Imitation here. 
And, while Eſſential Being it's full Beams diſplayes, 
And guilds thee with it's Glorious Rajes, 
Weell preſerve Dear th' 1dea Thou haſt left behind, 
The Relique of thy Beſt-accompliſh't Mind, 
Where Solid WIT, and Knowing VIRTUE liv'd enſhrin'd; 
| Flevit 
| Licenſed, Ofob. 6th. 1685. | 
| Ro, L Eſtrange, : = bilopbilus. 
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